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**Chapter Title: **First Day

**Rating: **T

**Genre: **Drama/Friendship

**Point of View: **3rd and 1st

**Disclaimer: **I do not own GMW.

**A/N: **Here is another new story! This is based off the show Backstage. I will bounce back and forth between 1st person and 3rd person, but it will be clear. First person will be indicated by a line break and the name of the person who's POV it is. So enjoy!

* * *

><p>The doors opened abruptly as Maya Hart walked among the halls of Keaton once more. "Boy is it good to be back," she smiled.<p>

Suddenly, arms snaked up behind her and picked her up and twirled her around. He kissed her tenderly on the lips. "Good morning sunshine," Josh greeted.

"Hey," Maya whispered. "I looked-"

Maya was quickly cut off by Farkle who was filming with his camera. "And here we have the love birds of grade ten. Josh and Maya."

Josh groaned and placed a hand in front of Farkle's lens. "Go away Farkle."

"And moving on," Farkle continued. He walked around until he spotted a tall brunette looking around the school in amazement. "And you are?"

The brunette turned to look at the camera. "Riley," she said timidly.

"Grade? Major?" Farkle pressed.

"Grade nine, and I'm a dance major. You?" Riley asked.

Farkle looked away from the lens and at Riley. "Music Engineering with a minor in film. Grade 10 and the name's Farkle."

"Farkle?" Riley asked as he looked away and started filming someone else.

* * *

><p><strong>Riley<strong>

I can't believe I'm here. I never thought I'd get in. The only reason I'm here is because of my best friend, Charlie. You see, my Uncle Josh already goes here, but he's in grade ten. I'm just super psyched I guess.

* * *

><p>As Farkle walked away from Riley, Charlie ran up beside her. "We're actually here!" he exclaimed. He looked around and peeked into the dance room. "Come look Riley!"<p>

They peered in and watched the best of the best practice- the Elite's. "They are so cool," Riley whispered in awe.

Suddenly, a dancer inside if the studio came and closed the door and yelled, "This is a closed practice."

Both Riley and Charlie jumped back a bit. "Rude much?" Charlie asked in annoyance.

Riley shook her head. "Don't care. They were amazing! Charlie did you see them?" Riley babbled.

* * *

><p><strong>Charlie<strong>

Riley's been my best friend since forever. I even convinced her to audition for Keaton with me. I'm just worried that she'll crack and you know? Drop out.

* * *

><p>"Welcome to Keaton," the teacher, Shawn Hunter announced as his students sat in class. "Here you will be pushed to your limits, but if you ever need a shoulder to cry on, my door is always open."<p>

While Shawn talked, Josh walked into the room quickly with a boy behind him. "Pause," Shawn announced. "Zay, you're late to my class. I'll see you in detention."

Zay's jaw dropped as Josh sat down. "Are you serious? I-"

"Was late to my class," Shawn finished.

* * *

><p><strong>Zay<strong>

Are you serious right now? We were both late! I get that I'm a new student in grade ten, but this guy can't be serious. Looks like there is already a teacher's pet.

* * *

><p>"As I was saying," Shawn continued. "Why don't we start with hearing everyone sing?"<p>

Shawn looked towards the back row and spotted Maya. "You. Let's hear what you've got."

Maya looked up nervously. "Um, okay." Maya stood up and walked to the front. "I'm Maya. Of course a lot of you already know that. I guess I'll start singing now," she took a deep breath and tried to sing, but her voice cracked on the first note.

Maya's head feel in despair as she tried again. Josh watched on painfully and turned when he heard someone call out, "Looks like someone isn't ready for Keaton."

Josh turned around and narrowed his eyes at the person, Missy Bradford, grade nine. Instead of retaliating, Josh picked up his guitar and began strumming.

Maya recognized the melody and smiled. Josh sang the beginning of the song, coming to her rescue. "I thought that I've been hurt before, but no one's ever left me quite this sore."

"You're words cut deeper than a knife, know I need someone to breathed back to life," Maya sang, this time in tune.

* * *

><p><strong>Zay<strong>

Looks like teacher's pet is smitten with blondie. This could be interesting.

* * *

><p>Josh and Maya finished the song easily, smiling at each other until the very end. At the end of their impromptu duet, Josh's phone rang loudly. "Sorry," he apologized as he looked at the caller id and showed it to Maya. "Can we?" he asked.<p>

Shawn nodded and let them out the room. Zay raised his hand eagerly. "How come they get to leave to take a phone call?"

Shawn just ignored Zay and continued on with his lesson. Minutes later Josh and Maya came back into the room and sat back down quietly. Zay looked over at Josh as he sat down next to him again. "What was that about?" Zay asked.

Josh looked over and mumbled a short, "Nothing," before looking back at Shawn.

As they went through the rest of class, Zay observed Josh and listened to Shawn talk. As the rest of class went up and performed Zay looked back at Maya as well. He noticed that she was talking to someone across the room. Zay followed Maya's gaze back towards Josh. He looked between the pair skeptically and looked back at Shawn as he started talking. "Now, since you all have heard each others talents, your first project of the year is to analyze this song," Shawn held up a piece of sheet music. "Don't Stop Believin'. Journey. A duet. You guys will analyze the song and make it your own. After all, that's what true artists do."

Josh and Maya immediately stood up and gravitated towards each other from across the room. "But I will be choosing your partners," Shawn finished. "Alright. Hannah with Jacob," he looked around the room. "Maya with Missy," Shawn looked around once more. "And Zay with Josh." Shawn finished giving out partners and clapped his hands together. "Alright. Guys get to work."

Maya looked across the room and grimaced as she saw Missy staring at her. She looked back at Josh and groaned. "Did Hunter have to partner me up with her? Really? She thinks she's so amazing."

Zay walked between the pair looked over at Missy and whispered. "Isn't that Missy Bradford from _Off The Shore?_" Zay asked, astonished.

Both looked at Zay and shrugged. "Neither of us watch TV," Josh answered.

* * *

><p><strong>Zay<strong>

Who doesn't watch TV? Like who do they think they are? Brad and Angelina? Like do they think they're too cool to watch TV?

* * *

><p><strong>Josh<strong>

It's not like I don't want watch TV. Not everyone can afford a TV. He just doesn't understand my situation.

* * *

><p>Maya picked up a guitar and some sheet music as she walked over to Missy. "So are you ready to work on this project?" Maya asked.<p>

Missy looked up at her and scoffed as she looked back at her nails. "I don't need your help. All I need is for you to go do your thing while I do mine. Kay?" she ordered with a fake smile.

Maya rolled her eyes and walked out into the hallway by herself with the guitar in hand. Josh noticed this and followed her out of the classroom in a haste. "Hey! What are you doing? Can you forget about her for a minute? We need to work on out project!" Zay called out.

Josh didn't reply and just continued on his way towards Maya. As soon as Josh left, his phone buzzed from a text on the seat. Zay, being who he is, looked over and read the text message. As soon as he read it, his jaw dropped.

* * *

><p><strong>Zay<strong>

No way. This isn't real. There's no way he's involved with _that_.

* * *

><p>Zay quickly pocketed the phone before Josh came back in and smiled nervously. "So what were you thinking about for this piece?"<p>

Meanwhile, Riley and Charlie were barely struggling to get through their first class.

"Again!" Madame Harper barked. "You all can do better! What you're showing me is trash! You all must be better if you got into Keaton."

"We're doing our best," a kid at the barre said.

Harper narrowed her eyes and looked at the class. "Everyone sit! I have something to share with you." Everyone gathered collectively in the middle of the large studio and looked up at the short, but mighty Harper. "This school isn't easy. It will be a lot of work. Statistically half of you won't make it to graduation, and one of you will quit before winter. Now, if you can not handle my critique you will not make it in this world. You must learn to take it and swallow it like a pill."

Harper looked at everyone and pointed towards the back. "Now line up. I will be reviewing your technique to see who would be the lucky person to train with the Elite dancers of the school. First across the floor," she ordered as she picked up her clipboard.

As they lined up Riley looked at Charlie excitedly and grabbed his hand.

* * *

><p><strong>Riley<strong>

I can't believe Harper is actually considering one of us to train for with her best students! Charlie didn't look all that excited. I just didn't understand why.

* * *

><p>"Attitude and turn, turn, turn," Harper nagged. Suddenly, the dancer fell. "Back in line," Harper mused.<p>

Riley looked back at Charlie and gulped, knowing she was next. "Okay. You will turn twice. First single, then double and then an attitude leap and a grande plea in adagio. Finally, ending with a layout."

* * *

><p><strong>Riley<strong>

Oh god. Here I go.

* * *

><p>The music began and Riley moved gracefully. Although lacking what every dancer needed- personality. Riley finished and Harper didn't comment. Soon enough Charlie went and so did the rest of the class. Class went on and everyone danced for Harper. "Okay," Harper began. Her voice echoed off the Marley floors. "Check the board outside of the room after your done. I'll see you all tomorrow."<p>

Boy, if anyone ever moved so fast- it was Riley. She dressed out in a matter of minutes and checked the board. Charlie came up behind her and read it as well. "I'm sorry Riles," he apologized.

Riley turned around stiffly and hugged him. "No. Don't be. I'm so proud of you. You deserve this Charlie."

* * *

><p><strong>Charlie<strong>

I can't believe that Harper picked me. I mean, I guess I was good enough for her. I'm just glad that Riley's happy for me and not mad.

* * *

><p><strong>Riley<strong>

Of course I'll try and be happy for him, but come on! He didn't even care at first and he actually got the spot! This is so unfair. I can pretend to be happy, but I don't know when I'll crack.

* * *

><p>At the end of class that day, Zay walked up to Shawn's desk and slipped him the phone. "I saw that Josh got this message on his phone. I thought you should see," he explained.<p>

Shawn looked up at him skeptically and looked at the phone. "Alright," he answered.

"That's it!" Zay exclaimed. "That's all you're gonna do? Mr. H this is serious! I just think-"

Zay was cut off by Shawn's stern voice. "I will handle this Zay. Just go on to lunch."

Zay looked at him astonished, and walked off into the hallways.

* * *

><p><strong>Zay<strong>

You're drugs are ready. That's what his phone said! Josh could be dealing drugs and Hunter isn't doing anything? This is crazy.

* * *

><p>Minutes after Zay left, Josh came into the classroom. "Hey Mr. H did you find a phone?"<p>

Shawn sighed and set the phone on his desk. "You're gonna have to be more careful Josh. You said it yourself you wanted to keep this low profile."

"I'm trying to-" Josh explained.

"Then do a better job of it. Someone else could have seen this and easily thought the wrong thing. Now, I think either you or Maya should go head off campus and pick up what you guys needed from the pharmacy before lunch hour is over," Shawn suggested.

Josh smiled. "Thanks Shawn."

"No problem kiddo." Josh started to walk out the room. "And hey!" Josh turned back around and Shawn waved a finger at him. "Its Mr. Hunter to you."

Later on, the bell rang as the first day ended, all ready in high gear.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: **I hope you all enjoyed this new story please review!


End file.
